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'THE  OLD  RED 


'Twas  in  '14  that  darkened  clouds  o'erhung  the  Eastern  sky,  : 
Those  brave  lads  went  by  various  routes,  t6  do,  to  dare  and  die. 
That  noble  band  left  loved  ones,  "The  Old  Red  Patch,"  so  named,  .  r  • 
Adventurers?  No!  but  Canada's  sons,  whose  deeds  made  History  famed. 

The  scene  has  changed  to  Gaspe  Bay  where  embarkation  soon  began ; 
Their  transports  securely  lay  as  they  went  on  board  to  a  man.  y  2 
Tremendous  the  shouts  of  fond  good-byes,  those  lads  never  looked  more  fit 
As  they  sailed  away  under  God's  blue  sky,  going  o'er  to  do  their  bit,  '<. 

On  Salisbury  Plains  of  mud  and  rain — their  daily  bill  of  fare  ; 
While  many  suffered  aches  and  pains,  though  murmurings  were  rare. 
Those  sturdy  lads  as  yet  untried — God's  noblest  sons  of  all — 
Fought,  bled  and  died  in  answering  Britain's  call. 

Festubert — Ypres — a  name  they  made  as  they  charged  the  hellish  hun ; 
May  their  glory  never  fade  for  victory  nobly  won. 
Givenchy — Ploegstert — again  they  met  the  Kaiser's  fiends  of  might ; 
The  square  heads  will  ne'er  forget  the  way  Canadians  did  fight. 

Ypres — Salient—Mont  Sorrell  was  rough,  as  on  to  the  Somme  the  objective 
laid ; 

The  fighting  fierce  and  hellish  stuff  full  dearly  heinie  paid. 

Vimy  Ridge  flowed  red  with  blood,  Arleux  and  Fresnoy  bent  in  twain, 

There  brave  lads  lie  where  poppies  stood  'mongst  thousands  of  the  slain. 

Passchendaele  was  the  fiercest  fight — full  well  we  know  the  cost ; 
There  Fritze  found  might  was  not  right,  and  that  Passchendaele  was  lost. 
Hill  70 — Arras,  some  scrap  you  bet,  full  three  long  months  engaged ; 
Poor  heinie  not  discovered  yet  the  tricks  Canadians  played. 


Amiens — some  stronghold  of  the  Hun,  entrenched  from  left  to  right ; 
At  zero  4:20  the  jumping  off  began,  to  crush  Von  Hindy's  might.' 
Artillery,  Tanks  and  Machine  Guns — a  full  barrage  thrown  open, 
Once  more  Canadians  beat  the  Hun — once  more  his  line  was  broken. 

Drocourt — Queant  line  to  us  fell — Canal  Du  Nord  come  our  way, 
Buissey  Switch  to  us  as  well — at  Haynecourt  we  made  a  stay, 
Cambrai  the  final  stage  Canadians  long  looked  for, 
The  brightest  leaf  in  history's  page  stayed  in  the  World's  Great  War. 

Four  long  years  of  murderous  hell,  and  victory  now  in  sight, 
w  Mine  Gott  mitt  us  "  had  got  it  well  for  his  dastardly  will  of  might; 
Displaced,  dethroned  and  driven  out  as  a  leper  from  its  lair, 
The  Boochies  end  a  complete  route  from  a  War  Lord  to  despair. 

In  No  Man's  Land  the  poppies  grow,  our  brave  lads  gave  their  all ; 

Can  we  forget  the  red,  red  rows  bled  for  a  righteous  call  ? 

"  Lest  we  forget "  the  lads  that  gave  their  young  lives  to  the  terrible  Hun — 

w  Lest  we  forget  "  the  promises  made  for  the  Victory  nobly  won. 

Those  brave  lads  went  and  did  their  bit,  endured  hardships  again  and  again 
That  many  are  back  now  unfit,  measured  up  to  the  real  make  of  men. 
Canada  sure  is  indebted  to  ones  so  brave,  its  worth  while  to  have  them  as 
our  friends, 

Who  made  our  homes  secure — the  Empire  saved — for  they  played  life's 
game  to  the  end. 


THE  EMPIRE'S  CALL 


The  call  rang  throughout  the  land  that  England  was  at  war, 

And  Canada  would  to  a  man  make  known  her  place  so  far ; 

With  men  and  money  they  would  help,  her  noble  sons  would  fight-44^ 

The  lion  roars  and  now  her  whelps  go  forth  for  freedom's  rights. 

Canadians  love  the  Maple  Leaf,  her  lads  are  brave  and  strong, 

They  played  the  game,  their  training  brief,  as  they  went  to  right  the  wrong. 

Yes,  soldiers  everyone  of  them  and  so  proudly  may  we  feel, 

That  in  the  ranks  were  real  men  who  made  the  Booche  squeal. 

They  met  the  foe  on  many  fronts  and  well  they  did  their  part, 
While  many  fell  that  bore  the  brunt — they  were  lads  of  noble  hearts, 
No  boasters  they  as  they  went  o'er  the  ocean  deep  to  fight. 
Our  whelps  did  bite — the  lion  roared — strike  hard  for  a  cause  so  right. 

They  were  noble  lads.  What  a  glorious  end — what  a  sacrifice  they  did  make 
As  they  took  their  place  like  real  men  to  fight  and  die  for  our  sake, 
That  we  might  live  in  perfect  peace  and  be  safe  from  the  German  guns. 
When  all  is  o'er  and  war  doth  cease  we'll  have  conquered  the  terrible  Huns. 

All  honor  to  those  who  did  their  bit  and  faced  the  hellish  foe ; 

And  also  those  who  are  unfit  but  tried  their  best  to  go ; 

Now  what  of  those  that  stayed  at  home  and  let  others  take  their  place — 

When  from  the  trenches  come  but  groans,  can  you  look  them  in  the  face? 

Come,  lads,  be  men — play  the  game,  we'll  show  you  how  its  done; 
This  is  the  place  to  make  a  name  and  make  the  Booche  run. 
Come  fight  for  those  that  fell  beneath  the  blue  skies  of  the  west, 
So  you  can  sing  **The  Maple  Leaf" — the  Emblem  we  love  the  best. 


